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SATYR on Dr. S- — &. 


Ttend you Fools, your Character is ſuch, 
A Vermin of Englands Apoſtolick Church; 
Proud of thoſe hateful Names, High- Church 
(High- Flyer, 

Which in our plainer Exgliſp, are High Lyers. 


Be preſent Satyr, and apt Words infuſe, 

Juſtice invokes, and thou can 'ſt not refuſe: 

Draw to the Head thy ſharp revenging Dart, 
And pierce their High- Church Monſter to che Heart. | 


O! That each Line a living Serpent were, i 


That ſordid Lump to prey upon and tear ; 
That Sourſe of Ignorance, from whence ariſe, 
Both flaviſh Principles, and monſtrous Lies. 
Tell me, S——'s Bulleys, why you take 
Such Pains to ſcold and : bellow for his fake ? 
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Give me one ſolid Reaſon, and I do 
Proclaim my ſelf his roaring Bulley too: 
Reaſon and Truth, ſay they ; nay, we declare 
'Gainſt choſe Impoſtors, a perpetual War; 
We're Church Men, Sir, and what is that to you? 
G- d d—me, Sir, and high Church Men too; 
Upen our Knees the Doctor's Health we drink, 
And e er we riſe, theſe pimping Whigs they ſink : 
Theſe are the ſacred Badges which we wear, 

For which we brawl, tho' fight we never dare. 


Satyr, enough the Illiterate have, 
Direct thy Point toward the learned Knave : 
Exhauſt thy Gaul, thy ſharp Inveckives fling, 
And on his Libel, Satyr, whet thy Sting. 
Down from the Pulpit, thou Pedantick Fool, 
And in ſome rural Cottage teach a School; 
Conceit thy ſelf ſome mighty new rais d thing, 
No leſs than ſome great Arbitrary King ; 
There thou may iſt rule thy Subjects with a Rod, 
And make thy Vaſſals dread thy awful Nod; 
Or, if thy Pride can ſtoop to meaner Honour, 
Suppoſe thy ſelf old flawging Doctor Bonner; 
Full fraught with Rage, and laviſh of his Spite, 
In Perſecution raviſh'd with Delight: ; 
Juſt ſuch a Son of Antichriſt thou art, 
And only want his Power to act his Part. 
If I believe what Pythegoreans ſay, 
I'd (wear his Spirit animates thy Clay: 
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O! What a pity 'tis this Land ſhould be, 
Plagu'd with ſuch Mountebank Divinity. 
Falſe Lights, the Jack-a-lanthorns of our Iſle, 


Such as unwary Travellers beguile : 


Worſe than a Peſtilence theſe Locuſts are, 


Or the deſtructive bloody Sword of War: 


Famine, whoſe fatal Edge is keener till, 
Does not with ſuch diffuſive Poiſon kill. 
Doctor draw out thy whole miſchievious Crew, 


Tour Hearts which at St. Germains are, purſue, 


For ever bid this happy Shore adien. 

Thou proud and ſaucy Levite ſhou'd be ſent, 
Commander of that Factious Regiment: 

Tell your dear Maſter that you've ſpar'd no Pains, 
To make the ſtubborn Rogues in love with Chains; 
Yet all's in vain, the Rebels won't be broke, 
Nor taſte the Sweets of Rome s enchanting Yoke, 
Don't empty handed to your Soveraign go, 

Take with you what oncemade a City Show ; 

I meana great High-Flying Lofty Mare, 
Whoever knew an A fit in a Chair; 

Preſent him with this mighty lordly Thing, 

A creeping Jade does not become a King; 

Yet tell himnot to fear, tho' ſhe can fly, 

Down in the Duſt the ſervile Beaſt can lie: 


 Bidhim but ſtroke her, and ſecurely ride, 


And with his Spurs dig Furrows in her Side, | 


Who ever ſaw the like preſt to ſo high a paſs, 


That ſuch a loity Mare ſhou'd bean A. 
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(65 
Had Britain ſuch a Purge as ſhe requires, 
Our Happineſs would equal our Deſires. 
To ſuch Degrees of Impudence they're grown, 
Old Tyburz looks upon em as her on; 
Striving with all their Diabolick Arts, 


To alienate from ANN Her Peoples Hearts: 


Spoke, like her ſelf, great Auna from the Throne, 
Their Perſecuting Doctrine did diſown. 


How ought theſe Miſcreants then to be abhord, 


Who dare expect She'll break her Royal Word, 
To pleaſe a Factious Atheiſtick Crew, 

Who wou'd in guiltleſs Blood their Hands imbrue ? 
Yet have the brazen Face to ſwear they be, 

The only Inſtances of Loyalty. 

Are lying Tories Words Authentick Proofs ? 


No, no, your Gowns hide not your cloven Hoofs. 


Satyr, forbear a Moment, then return; 
With flames of loyal Zeal to ANN I burn: 
Hcaven with unerring Wiſdom fill her Head, 
And make her Foes her very Name to dread ; 

Let the Angelick Guards in Hoſts come down, 
And pitch their Camp about the ſacred Throne; 
'Stabliſh her Sway in every Subject's Heart, 

Let them be drawn by Love to act their Part; 
Unto a good old Age her Life extend, TT 
And then beſtow a Life that has no End : 45 
May proſp rous Times unto the Church be ſent, 


That Church of which She's the bright Ornament: 
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Ever may Queen and Parliament agree, 
To bind the Advocates of Slavery ; 
Deeming all Prieſts who like S 
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{ prate, ' | 
Judas in Church, and Traptors to the State. 


Where are their Magi · Men of Parts and Senſe, 


Ee, Not one dare draw a Pen in his Defence; 
_ How ſilently the paſſive Tories fit, 1 4 
3 Which ſhows their want of Courage or of Wit. 
L Doctor, repent, confeſs thy load of Guilt, | | 
Mourn for the Blood thy paſſive Cant hath ſpilt 
e? Thy curſſed Tenets murther'd ( the Firſt, 


For which ſo many guiltleſs Men are curſt: 
You tempted 7 to Arbitrary Sway, 
Then with your Arms that Monarch drove away : 
fs | Rebellion is its natural Conſequence, 
Ezgliſh oppreſs d, will riſe in their Defence. 
Thou at St. Paul's has kindled ſuch a Fire, 
Which with thy hateful Lite will fcarce expire; 
You thus contriv d to ſet us in a Flame, 
And in Rome s Legend gain a laſting Name. 
That ſacred Place which ſhou'd be Brztaiz's Sun, 
ez Diſpeneing Rays of Goodneſs up and down 5 

| Baſe Man has ſown by thy maitions Hand, 
Diſcord in every Corner of the Land: 
5 Thy Breath bas poiſon'd thoſe once ſacred Stones, 
| Soaseach for a Re- conſocration moans. 


*s Door, to Billiug gate thon fhon!'ift repair, 
tz And fix thy laſting Habitation there ; 


er | | | Well 
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We'll build a Pulpit for thee, thou ſhalt be 
Vicar of B://zngseate's illuſtrious Key: | 
Next, let thy holy Father know the Matter; 


He'll ſend a Tun or twoof holy Water 


To conſecrate that yet unholy Place, 
7 'twill thy reverend Docłorſbip diſgraee ; 


hy Learning may that ruder Place improve, 


Then happy ſhall thy Auditory prove; 
Make em bat Eloquent, and they will be 
An Audience, Doctor, ſutable to thee : 8 


Practice thy Doctrine, take their Goods away, 
And tell em they maſt paſſively obey : © 


Thy ſelf a Biſhop then perhaps you'll ſee, 


And Fiſh Whores Baskets ſhall thy Miter be. 
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